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PREFACE. 



THE litde Poem entitkd ^'Thoiightt on an DliuN 
triotu Exile " was written about nine years ago, but 
was not then puUisbed. It owed its birth to this 
indignation which I felt, in common with every ge- 
nuine Protestant) when the downfiiU of Buonaparte 
was immediately succeeded by the popish perseou* 
tion in the South of France: some of the reasons 
which then existed for its non-publication» have 
been since removed. Napoleon now sleeps in the 
grave ; and there are few, I believe, whose private 
or public animosity continues, when its object is laid 

a2 



VI 

in dust. Many of those^ who once could scarcely 
pronounce the name of Buonaparte witho)^t curses 
and execrations, will now acknowledge, that he was, 
in some respects, a great and exalted character. 
Let it be observed, that it is one feature only of his 
character, which I contemplate in the ensuing lines : 
his respect for the rights of conscience. The toler- 
ation which he extended to every class of profess- 
ing Christians, was with one exception unbounded. 
He would not permit the Church of Rome to per- 
secute, nor even to have the power of persecuting 
those, whom she considers Heretics. 



It would be imjust not to mention, that for the fine 
idea of the '* sun proudly shewing his greatest coun- 
tenance," &c. I am indebted to tiie once celebrated, 
but how strangely neglected Romance, the Arcadia 
of Sir Philip Sidney. His words, as nearly as I re- 
member, are these : *^ It was now the time when die 
sun, like a noble heart, began to shew his greatest 
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countenance in his lowest estate. - The classic reiid- 
er will perceive some imitations of Moschus and Me* 
leager, in the Elegy on Mr Lowry ; and some allu- 
sions to Pindar and Lucretius in the poem of which 
I hare just been speaking. If he should object/ that 
I have made a false quantity in my use of the word 
''Helena's/' I can only say, that I did so, because it 
would not suit my verse to make the penultima 
short. I might indeed have written '' St. Helen's 
shore;" but that would have been less smooth and 
elegant, I therefore chose^ in imitation of my good 
friends the Rhemish Translators, to pervert the 
word, to serve my own purposes. 

If any of my Readers should be unacquainted 
with the fame and character of the late Mr Lowry; 
they may perhaps imagine, that using the licence 
of a Poet, I have spoken byperboHcally of his me- 
rits. This, however, is not the case. I have said no- 
thing more in his praise, than was said in prose, by 
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tke vaiteM- WMtem^ wka tetsaiAti hU deatlif in 
tlMrdA^ and weakly new«iMqpeffty«iid mthenKintbly 
puJMioalio«d( besidea serera} shoit accounts, three 
legiikr Uves of tikis ebotradrdkiary M«n have been 
piiUisfaed. One of thekn, written (I beUere) by Mir 
Laadseer, the engntyer, appeared in the European 
Hagaxine for August, 1804. Another, written by 
Ae Ben 8. Drew, the fiuasotts Metaphysician, was 
published in the Imperial Magasine, for Febroaaryt 
16254 The otber may be found in the Annual Bio« 
grapfay and Obituary for ISSS. Each of these 
has its peculiar Qierits. The first is distmguishefi 
by a greater depth of tfaoiq^, and a more complete 
delineation of character. The second is the most 
plaaang andelegant in its style *• The last is the 
most fiill, and die most correct, in its matter. 



* I avail myself of this oppoitimity of correcting a mistake ihio 
which Mt Lowry's Biographer in the Imperial Magazine has strangely 
fallen. He tells us, that Mr Lowry was badly remunerated ; diat he 






TiiK fint of 4iw two Uttk Oie^k Pmm. eantoin- 
cdi in the foUowtng pages^ mui written upon ft duU, 
lyWgaye early indieatioiis of uneosnnon tafent^bnt 
who- is now dead. The nilagect of the seconiy I 
Imve not se&k, either in her public c^padityf or Jn 
pmatelife; bat what I have heard and read of her, 
ipidnoea me to bdliere^ that she n one of the jbosI 
aplmdid instanees of female genina that has evw 
oeen 



lilMHaed with onpiofiiable lueoeM^ and on that cceounti was viid|te to 
make a suitable provision for his Widow. This is utterly erroneous. 
After Mr Lowry*s reputation became folly established, which was be- 
Sa» the dteeof the IStb century; he waa paid a very h|gh pncaJlir 
his invaluable labours. For the sdentiiic plates in Reea's Cydopsdiat 
he received a higher price, than had ever been paid to any Engraver, 
or willprobably ever be paid again ; and those plates occupied the greater 
part of haa time for nearly twenty yean. He did not leave a fortune be^ 
hind him, because he employed what money he had to spare, in the 
purchase of valuable minerals, costly books, and fine engravings. It 
is well known, that his collection of minerals, now in the possesrionof 
his Widow, is one of the most complete in the world. The series of 
diamond crystals is acknowledged to be the most perfect, not only in 
England, but even in Europe. 



A« scarcely nx weeks have elapsed, since I pub- 
lished ''A Brief Refutation of Popery from the 
Writings of the Fathers; *' the readers of that work 
cannot yet have forgotten, that I conunented very 
freely on some passages of the Rhemish Testament, 
and on some of the notes appended to it. I will 
now confess, that I was in too great a hurry to bring 
out my work, and that I did not examine that pre- 
cious book, with the care which its inestimable con- 
tents deserved. It contains more instances of ar« 
dent ]Hety and profound learning, than those which 
I have already adduced. The following is an ex- 
quisite specimen. In the third verse of the fourth 
chapter of St Paul's Episde to the Philippians we 
thus read in our heretical translation: ^' And I en- 
treat thee also, true yoke-fellow, help those women 
which laboured with me in the gospel." 

The quacks who drugged the Rhemish Testa- 
ment, have given the passage thus: ''And I en- 
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treat thee also, my sincere compaaioni help those 
women that have laboured with me in the gospd*** 
An amiable mind is ever anxious to please: ac- 
oprdingly, these &cetiou8 mountebanks proceed to 
entertain us with the following sentence — 

' "Sincere companum. — Protestants render it tme 
yoke-fdlow^ to insinuate that Si. Paul here speaks 
to his wife: whereas he plainly tells us, 1 C&r. vii. 
rer, 8, that he had no wife. " 



My good reader, have you ever been told by 
your nurse, or your parents, or your school-master, 
or your pastor, that St. Paul had a wife? Assuredly 
not. But the question to be here asked is, not 
what were the motives of the Protestant Transla- 
tors, but whether they rendered the passage cor- 
rectly ? To settle this point, it is hot necessary td 
appeal to such illustrious scholars as Gaisford, Bl<»n^ 
field, and Monk : a well instructed school-boy is 
con^petent to decide. He can inform us,- that* die 
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iMfd^vyoci wliicdi our traasUton rtnAettdyok^- 
feUew, is compounded of aw tog€tkmr aild ^btpK 
a yoke; their traiidation is consequently more 
etriody accurate^ than it would have been, if they 
had rendered 0v2^vyoc by cfnnpanion. The popish 
tsaaslators infotin us in the tide pago, that JkUbough 
lileir version be made from the Latin Vulgate, it 
was dUigenify eompared with the original Greek. 
It is my duty, and it is, or at least, ought to be my 
inclination, to be as charitable as possible. I am 
Aerefore willing to believe, that in the present in- 
stance, these blockheads sinned more from igno- 
rance* than knavery. But what are we to think of 
the Vicars Apostolic, Titular Bishops, and other 
Rulers of the Roman Church, who, from their spirilii* 
ual cook-shop in Duke Street, still ladle forth this 
mis^able trash? Are they ignorant? We are con- 
fltently assured, that they are amost leamedmideR- 
lightened body. They know then, that m et)ery 
which I have brought forward, the Pofieh 
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Veraim U m falteM Hell^, and our tranabtiwi puBe 
and nmuUMd m die light of Hesvenf. 

In IheFrefiMt to my w(«k on Popery » I spoke af 
Dr. Card, the Vksar of Malvenny in anote of con-^ 
ttderaMe lei^[tii. As a portion of what I jaid maf 

* I ntan, 9fcmmft, tbt initUMM vliidb I tddttoid ia ilie Wofk ia 
Pepary. The fungp on which I hare been just eommeRting, it mere- 
ly tnnilated with too little aeenncy. When I uy» oi/aUe oiHeli, I 
adce Into the teeovnt, die lying notee at wdl tt die comipt.i<lrfin<^ ^ 
f A Popitb antagonitty npt being able to antwei me by difect ai;gtt- 
mentiy may attempt to retaliate. He may tay, ''Whatright have yon Plro- 
tettantt, to complain of our ttill ptinting and circulating the Rhemlah 
■etei, while yon drcnlate tuch groundlot and malMoni itortet, at 
those about Joan of Arc» the Bumhig of London, and the Gunpowder 
Plott" I reply* u I lately replied on a similar occasion, that the two 
cases are not paralleL Whether a young woman erer was Pope, is a 
question which cannot be podtively decided. Whether the Papists did, 
or did not set iire to London, and whether they did, or did not insti- 
gate Guy Fawkes; are also matters of uncertainty. They may hate 
been innocent, or they may have been guilty of the alleged crimes. 
But it is an ascertained fiwt ; it is asdear asthat two and two make fbotj 
that the Rhemish TransUtors corrupted the word of God« and then 
ftMy accused the PMtestants of hating corrupted it 
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be ascribed to the partiality and warmth of friend- 
ship ; I beg leave to state> that he is ahnost a stran- 
ger to me. I was never in his company in my life, 
until about ten or eleven weeks ago. I found' in 
the village of Malvern, a man. of ^superior talents 
and, learning; a man, who, considered/ merely as a 
preacher, would rank among the very first in Lon- 
don, if he laboured in the Metropolis. Havkig 
found such a person in such a place, I did ho more 
than my duty, when . I expressed my feelings and 
sentiments on the subject. 

August 2, 1825. 
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THOUGHTS 



ON 



AN IliLUSTJtIOUS EXILE. 



ffyovf tnt aiuitfjLntis diAr^dv, nat o-iySiw Ivrcvdtt iipm^t ^t^tntf 

Chrysottomus, 



AS Natair6*« roMry^ on die mountain-broir, 
Nor heedfi tke foaming flood that roars beloir. 
Nor marks the humMer scenes around diaplayed, 

* 

The flowery mead, fair copse, or green-wood glade ; 
But turns his eye, where, gleaming o'er the West, 
The Lord of Day resigns his golden vest ; 
Beholds his soften^ light, and tempered beam, 
A less reftilgent, though a broader gleam ; 



And views him, still majestic, proudly show 
His greatest countenanGe« when sinking low ; 
Thus I« while folly's .wavea boieath me roar, 
Look to the Exile on Helena's shore. 
And think on low and triyial scenes no more« 

Yes, thou wert brightest throned in regal power. 
But greatest sinking in Misfortune's hour. 
Yes, like the God of Day, thou 'ganst to peer. 
And clothe with golden light our hemisphere- 
Thine orient glory mounted higher and l^gher: 
Thy radiant chariot rolled in paths of fire : 
Thy mid-day glowed, oh! too intensely bright: 
The dazzling blaze o'erwhelmed our aching sight. 
Thine evening came : dark tempests gather round : 
Thy place, resplendent orb, no more is found. 
Quenched is thy ht^am ; and un^ppalledt we see 
Thy disk in fitint and clouded ittftjesty* 
Yet gieater deem thee, fiom tb>$t peerle^ height 
To bear thy fall, than when with glory. di^t. 

I ONCE assailed thee with &Mti^ 1^4 

ft 

The foulest blot oo all th' UstcKricpagei 



I deemed thine abdication'; and I thou^t, 
Thy life at honour's price was meanly bought. 
Ah! where was reason? where the holy light 
The Gospel gave to guide our steps aright ? 
How could I read the Christian's duty there, 
And blame the hero who did not despair? 
Tis greats *tis noblci on the battle*plain, 
To fall with patriots for their country shun. 
But if firom us recede the fatal blow^ 
When war's dread havoc lays our conurades low. 
Should we reject the bdan, and rush unbidden, 
To brave that judgment, now in mercy hidden? 

Th£ LKMrd perchance, with some mysterious 
charm, 
Hadi fenced thy life finom foes, thy steps fron^ harm^ 
And se&l; tiiee forth his mandates to perform, 
Robed in the terrors of his feip*ful stonn. 
Perchance, the h^venly hosts unwearied spread / 
Thehr wings, .like ramparts, round thy honored, 

head; 
Their glittamng bamiers o'er the Alps imfinrled^ . 
And led the woadev ot the gazing world. 
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To glory's fiuie ; fVom Alexandria's coast 

Conveyed rejoicing GaIlia^3 proudest boast : 

At Jena, Austerlitz, Marengo, stood, 

By Danube's waters, and the Rhemsh flood; 

In Elba's Isle their arms angelie reared, 

To guard the chief whom Rome and Satan feared^ 

And now, the long, the dreadiid conflict o'er, 

Sublimely sit, and watch Helena's' shore. 

'Tis thine perchance, when rollihig years have passet)^ 

Above the horizon to appear at last ; 

And as the bright and flaming darts of day 

Illume the clouds, and melt the mbts away, 

Thou yet mayest pierce the deep, the papal gloom. 

And drive thd serpeht fr(»n die nest of Rome. 

What piercing groans ; what notes of aUguuA ifse ? 
What smoke sulphureous blackens all the sides? 
From Gallia's plains I hear a thriffing voice, 
Which bids the papists and the fl^ds ttgoiee. 
Rome slays anew the saints, for earih too good; 
Again her poignards drink the martyr's Ueed; 
While England's sectaries raise ^be tearfkd eye^ 
And England's churchmen sit mdieeding b^. 



Ov &Mt their kiog no ]dok«; on tbM thi»y (9dl, 
For oh! in happier timea they found thee iiU 
Their hearts dedxed; their pirtioni prineej lud 

But Heav^i forbida thee now thine aid to lend. 
Thou gaveat the Churchy a bright, unclouded day $ 
Her Lord, in judgnent, took that gift away. 



Dm pure feUgion move thy willing hieit8t> 
To give the Churd& <^ Christ Mie eommon rest 
Through all thy boundless rednii and dosely tie 
The golden chords of Christian amity? 
O ! if her hallowed precepts swayed thy mindi 
I hail thee, noblest, best of human kind* 
But say thy Ibesy 'twas pcdiey. Why then 
I deem thee wisest of created men. 
To light the sun of toleration's d^y » 
And bid th' admiring world behold her sway; 
See thousand sectss rejoicing in her bUze, 
APealiDig ove anthem of sympbMious praise, 
Were sapient> i^ious. Godlike polity! 
But who embraced it, cherished it> like thee? 
There thou bast no onnpeer : no rival brother. 
Mid kings, mid emperors : who can name another ? 
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Grba^ Avthuf «iiiote'tbee on (Sieluistife fieldi 
And bade thy strengthr andlNufeJliy pride to yield : 
To disftmt shoies- august Britannift led • < 

That chief whom erst the nations viewed i»ath>dread. 
But thou a sdghli^ c&mfotBt hast Hitdttepv^d 2 ' 
By thee was Hell of half her power bereerad. 
By thee was Satan's viceroy eaptive led, * -■* 
Whom fodis called Pope, while frantic bigots fled. 
Thy sun halh set: and>lo! the-papal beiot, 
Famished of lalo, raainnes his horrid feast^r 
The Inquisitioii ^lights'die flataiDg bvand ;• 
The Pope and Satan frolic hand in hand ; 1 

While Jeeuita brentke tfieir pe«ts o*er every land* 

My Muse^ recoiling from A' unwonted right, 
Hath winged agahi her bold asj^nug flight; - 
Where, lone and pensive, on Helena's shore, ' * 
Napoleon weeps his joys, his triumphs- o*er. • < 
Mourn not, thou mi^ity chief/ nor weakly deem 
Thy fame haAh vanished like a fleeting dream, 
Like dew-drops meked by the oorient beam. 
Thy loved Lotetia may become a waste, 
And all her splendcnr to oblivion hasten 
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Thy sculptured halk) thy pktiuped dmnes deeay^. 
Thy brazen tifopMes sink a&d melt away. 
The Alpine m6uiitftin« unimpaired wiU tower» 
And sing the wonders of thy youth's bright hour. 
Yet, when the Alps shall bend» for bend they must, 
And Nature's 'fabric be diss^ad in dust; 
When God shall seal the dodm of nuMial men, 
Thy 'name will fiuie, diy laiwels witiber then* 
True ; diou haat lostithy dironei thine empira; all 
That monacehs prise, but heaven, deoreed. thy fiilL 
True, thine iMastriMBi rival laid thee low.; 
But glory's brtghteal atat^by Scipio 
Eolipsed, extinguished, ttmtk its othil hurled, . 
Became a jest, a proverb to the world. 
And now their mutual race'of glory run; ^ 
Who wears the brightest wreath? Hamilcar's son. 
Great Peaipey, vamquiehed on.Phaawdia'd plain, 
Survived his coHntry lost, his heroes slain; 
FromCisssar Aed, and by a caitiff's hand 
Ignobly fttt OR JEgypt's bavmn steand : 
But now, JMSplendent in the rcXiB of fame, 
He boasts a» equals or a.highar name. 
Yet Pompey,i%was iiet. thine, with saf^ut breast 
To give the Chfistian Church a glorious rest; 
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Nor was it e*er the CaithagUan^a lot. 

To smite the cttinflial by fiends begol» 

Who fain would make Ae Saviour's flesh his food» 

And drink All Mighty God, Ay sacxed'bkiod i 



'TwAS thine. Napoleon, through the joyful 
To bid a nlition's halMuiah rise, 
Whose harps distilled, o'er all th* enchanted ground. 
The dew of song, and rained melodious sound. 
TVas thine, by Heaven approved, acdaimedby us. 
To close the jaws of papal Cerberus. 
Confined by thee, he proved a harmless thing; 
A toothless snake; a scorpion sans its sting ; 
A maniac fettered: aa Hyena eaged; 
In empty air the grinning daemon raged. 

O! if the bard, who dares in honest lays 
To sing thy triumph, and record diy praise; 
If he should live, when thou, e'en thou art dust. 
To wave the cypress round thine honoured bust. 
And bear the muse's tribute to thy shrine. 
Hallowed, and dear to aD the tuneful nine. 
For e'en in war thy nobler thoughts they shared. 
And VirgiFs sacred fields thy genius spared ; 
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O ! if h« live to wake the lyre again^ 

And raise a free-born Briton's fearless strain ; 

To other bards resigning earthly themes, 

War's brilliant pomp, and empire's golden dreams. 

His hand would rear one trophy, one alone. 

And with one glorious trutii inscribe thy stone. 



Here rests the only ruler of mankind, 
By whom the Christian's rights were not. confined; 
By whom the Gospel's liberty was given; 
To all who worship Gk)d, beneath the cope of heaven. 
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ON THS 



SPIRITUAL IMPROVEMENT OF A FRIEND. 



Tapra kmi 4^x^ v^nfrfnow 9ii«. 

PkUmu, 



All-holy Fountain of eternal lights 

Which on creation smiled divinely bright. 

And in unclouded miyesty arrayed 

The wondrous universe thy power had made ; 

Parent Almighty! Benefactor kind! 

O Light of Life, illumine Miriam's mind. 

Redeeming mercies to her heart reveal; 

Her gende spirit with thy Spirit seal. 

Grant to her sense the birth from God above : 

Then will she feel that God in Christ is love! 

Taught thus to know Jehovah in his ways. 

Her best affections will ascend in praise. 
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To her thus taught, the flowers of spring will seem 
More fresh and fair ; more bright the summer-beam. 
The odour-breathing zephyrs of the mom, 
The orient beauties which the sky adorn, 
Will teach her breast to feel a present Gop 
Deigning to bledB, to hallow man's abode. 
The mountain's summit towering to th^ skies 
Will make her soul in grateiul transport rise ; 
Amid the sylvan shade each whimpering breeze 
Win wake devotion, while her God she sees 
Tracing his footsteps o'er th' enamelled ground^ 
Profiisely showering bounteous gifts around. 
Her eye will view him smiling in the dawn^ 
And shedding dew-drops o'er die verdant lawn; 
Bright'ning eadi bud and blosscmi with the ray 
That wakes Che birds to hail the rifiioig day : 
Her ear will dwell enraptiired on 'their song. 
Poured from each spray the vocal woods among; 
And taught by them her spirit will Aspire, 
In hallowed steains. to him their comoaon Sire. 



Thc heart renewed in will, desires, and love. 
Feels heaven within, and seeks the heaveoi above. 
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The sun aaoending with refiilgoat beam, 

Paintiiig each laodscsq^e on llie lucid streBm; 

Mild evening, clothed wkh «oft impurpled hues, 

Gendy distilling her ambrosial dews, 

While mist translucent decks with pearls the vale, 

And bafany sweets impregn the rising gale; 

The moon'fi^brigfat crescent imaged in tiie lake ; 

The countless stars their brilliant course that take ; 

The lofty cedar, t^e hixuriant rose. 

The atxeam that murmurs, and the wind thai blows ; 

All Nature speaks of lore, of love dtvine^ 

And tells each hwren4ioni soul, that love is thiM. 

If now thou vevel Bi diat book of bonity^ 
How great thy joy, when Chiistiaii fiuth and duty 
Shed (heir pure influence o'er thy taste and feeling, 
Unnotieed charms, unknown clehghts ijevealing! . 
Th' unhaQpwed Artist bends. at Njttuse's shrine: . 
The Christian Artist owns a Power I^ivine ! 
►-. „ ■ . . , . 

Child of God's Spirit, offspring of his grace. 
Among the angels, Mieiam, claim thy pkce. 
These scenes, where Fancy lingers with delight, 
Must soon dissolve in everlasting night. 



16 

Amid the wreck of worlds loud thunders roll, 
And flaming lightnings blaze from pole to pole. 
In that dread hour, the awful end of time, 
How blest thy lot, how glorious, how sublime! 
.Swift, as returning angek seek the skies, 
Thy slumbering form to endless Ufe shall rise. 
Behold, Ay Saviour beckons thee away 
To maamons sparkling with the Grodheads ray: 
His gorgeous glories flash effiilgent light. 
Where hymning Seraphs vefl tfaeir daaded «ight. 
Christ's lustrous jK>be8 irradiate all around, 
And beam reflated from the sap^iire ground. 
Those robes of light, which gild th' ethereal mom. 
Those robes of light shall Jesu's Bride adorn : : 
£temal meadows, and immortal bowers, .< < 

For Jesu's Bride, will yield unfading flowoiss : . : 
In bUss supreme thy spodesa soul shall livet . f 
And all be thine which Jesu's love .can give: 
All, all was purohased by his wondrous dwthr . 
The Kino of Glory dies ! a Gonresigns hia breath ! 



» J 



April, 1823. 
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MEMORY OF WILSON LOWRY, 

F.R.S. &M.O.S. 






SAY9 do the arts allure; enchant thy soul, 

And irule thy spirit with supreme control? 

Then, Reader, pause, and drop a hallowed tear: 

No conunan Artist rests in glory here. 

Hath Science darted her unclouded* ray. 

And beamed on thee in in^llectualday ? 

With kiadred dust thy favoured feet haiye mei: 

A glorious star of Science here is set. 

On, some loved wife, perchance/ thy hopes have 

hung. 
And children drawn instruction from thy tongue. 

c 
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Thou too may'st mourn. In Lowry all might see^ 
Whate'er the Husband and the Sire should be. 
Perchance thy feelings have intensely glowed 
With Friendship's flame; in him such feelings flowed. 
Art thou an outcast, and bereaved of all? 
EBs ear was never closed to Pity's caD. 
Whoe'er thou art, if aught that's wise, or just. 
Or good can move thee, venerate his dust 
In Glory's field new Artists will arise, 
And strive as nobly for a deathless prize. 
And new Philosophers will point the way 
To Nature's throne of light, and realm of day. > 
Others will act as well the husband's part, 
Cherish ihe fnebd, or soothe the moumfiil heart j 
Or to their childr^i prove preceptors kind ; 
Guides of their feet, and beacons of Iheir mind. 
But Lowry blended all, yea all of these s 
Bom to instruct, he chose the means that please ; 
Great in his mind, benignant in his heart; 
The light of Sdence, and the pride of Art! 

Ye golden stars, whose mystic lore he knew. 
Whose complex paths his hand unerring drew ; 
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Ye giknt rocks, whose source his genius traced 
Through many a fiery flood, or watery waste ; 
Temples of Greece and Rome, whose beauteous 

forms, 
Though Time may bend,^and desolating storms 
May whelm you^ glories in the dust, will stand, 
Presenred to future times by Lowry's hand. 
Shrine of Batalha; grandeur's gorgeous throne, 
Which Lowry's matchless Art hath made our owA ; 
Did not ye hear? did not ye feel the knell, 
Whose note profound, yet thrilling, seemed to tdl 
A mighty soul had bade the world farewell ? 
Then go, ye spirits of the great and wise, 
Wlio stroTe on earth for fame's immortal prise ! 
Tell every fiine in Graecian realms afiir : 
Oh! tell the mountains, tdl each radiant star, 
That Lowry 's gone. With that bright genius, fled 
The grace of Art, and Nature's chaorm is dead ! 

* 

AhI who shall comfort us, when thus bereft. 
And who supply the voidjvhich Lowry left? 
Art faded ; Science languished ; Genius vied 
With them in grief, and drooped when Lowry died-^ 

c2 
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Minenra veiled in gloom her sacred head^ 

And grievedi as erst she grieved, for Newton dead. 

The Muses paused amid th'aethereal choir, 

And e'en Apollo half restrained his lyre. 

The Earth, kind Parent, spread thy couch of rest. 

And clasped thee gently to her silent breast, 

Honouring Fame's votary, as in times of yore : 

And Scipio's dust, thy child who went before. 

And long had mouldered, felt as something dear. 

As something kindred was approaching near ! 

Can earth and ashes moiun? then what should we, 

M^o live,- and feel the dread reality ? 

Say; shall we seek th' abode his virtues graced? 

The shrine is desolate! the God displaced! 

Shall we to Learning's fisided bowers repair ? 

No Lowry pours the light of knowledge there ! 

Oh! we will linger where his ashes sleep: 

And well recite his' praise, and fondly weep 

O'er him, who charmed, enlightened, formed our 

mind. 
And mourn for him who felt for human kind. 
He needeth not a monumental stone. 
To make his intellectual triumphs known : 
On adamantine base he reared a throne. 
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His deathless works to every land prodaim 
How near perfection soared this son of Fame ! 

Ye groves^ and pine-clad hills^ whose evening' 
gales 
Waft the pure fragrance of the flowery vales ; 
Loved fields of Hampstead! where we often strayedj 
On lofty themes discoursing; when he made 
That beauteous spot his summer dwelling-place^ 
And woo*d divine Philosophy, to chase 
All care away : ye hours of bliss gone by : 
Pure flowing joys» whose springs are scarcely dry: 
Whose streams to Fancy's vision sparkle clear^ 
And murmur sweetly yet in Memory's ear! — 
But why these fond addresses, weak and vain? 
Can they annihilate dark Pluto's reign, 
And call the mighty dead to life again? 

Ah me ! the vallies smile ; the zephyr breathes : 
Spring's lillied hand the blooming plain inwreathes, 
Luxuriant: Cynthia fills her silver horn: 
Night's purple robe the glittering stars adorn: 
Yon glorious Sun illumes returning mom. 
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With beains unquenched ; but Qtk our wistful ey^Sj 
Thy beam^ O Lowry, never more will rise ! 
That power alone^ who bade the world to be. 
Can raise another, wise and great like thee! 

October, 1824. 
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TO MISS LOWRY, 



AUTHORESS OF CONVERSATIONS ON MINBRALOOT*. 






As once reclined in balmy sleep I lay^ 

A vision brighter thapu Aurora's ray 

Dazzledj yet charmed, my sight. In Graacian land. 

High on the Delphian steep I seemed to stand. 

Britannia's Genius to Apollo's fane. 

Learning, and Art, and Science in her train, 

A young-eyed nudd with joyous hope was leading. 

Her future triumphs in her aspect reading. 

* A new Mid impfoved Edition of this excellent Work is now 

preparing for publication. 
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Of lofty stature, and engaging mien. 
Bright with the tints of youth the maid was seen. 
Her brow commanding, and her sparkling eye, 
Proudly proclaimed the mind's supremacy 
0*er Learning's boundless realm; but there alone. 
The conscious pride of towering genius shone; 
The gentle virtues which her bosom share 
Evince that pride hath no admittance there. 
In modest confidence the virgin stood. 
Between the laurel grove and charmed flood. 
In awfid pomp the Delphian priestess shone. 
And spake with gentle, yet commanding tone. 

Daughter of Lowry, what a fate is thine ! 
In thee the gifts of both thy parents shine. 
Daughter of Lowry, hail ! for thee the Muse 
Hath bathed in Hybla's and Hymettus' dews. 
Her dulcet lips ; for thee the peerless Graces 
Unfold their charms, unveil their radiant fiices, > . 
And smile upon thee a celestial smile ; ^ 
Thine hours, thy thoughts, thy feelings to begiule ; 
But Pallas, bending from her loflby throne. 
Invites, commands, and claims thee for her own. 
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Yet, though she chiefly rule thy willing l>reMt, 
By sterner wisdom be not all possessed : 
Give to the Muse's lore some transient hours. 
And deck thy brow with sweet Parnassian flowers. 
Then turn again — ^God of the golden Ijrre ! 
Prophet unerring ! whence this sudden fire ? 
Before my eyes unearthly visions roll^ 
And dread forebodings agitate my sbuL 
Oh ! yet, high-gifted maid, before we part, 
'Tis mine to wound, but not to break thy heart; .' 
Divine philosophy hath power to heal 
The piercing woes which thou must shordy feel. 
Reft of thy parent ; while a joyful sound 
Will ring Elysium's flowery realms around. ' 
I see the philosophic chiefs sublime. 
The sainted sages of the olden time. 
Hipparchus, Archimedes, &ined of yore. 
And mighty Thales, seek the Stygian shore^ 
To greet a kindred shade; and Phidias leads^ 
Firom sculptured halls in Asphodelian meadsj 
Two lovely boys. Awhile the stranger stands, 
With eye quick glancing, and uplifted hands. 
Wondering to view those starlike, godlike bands : 
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But soon triumphant nature shines confest; 
He clasps the children to their father's breast ! 

The silver streams more sweetly murmur round. 
And warbling, ripple o'er th' enchanted ground ; 
As if their sparkling water-drops would greet, 
With pearly kisses, those beloved feet. 
The tuneful birds on every blooming spray, 
With notes more tender, charm the ear of day ; 
The smiling fields h brighter verdure wear. 
And heavenly music hallows all the air ! 

The priestess spake : Britannia's Genius bore 
The honoured maiden to her native shore^ 
And j&esh in nature's and in wisdom's charms, 
Restored her safely to her parent's arms* 

NovEMBBa, 18^. 
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AFFECTION'S TEAR. 



SophocUs, 



Ah ! had I yet the power to see^ 

That tear would not have flowed for me. 

And I had ne*er so fiilly known. 

Thy gentle breast was Pity's throne. 

Then, why repine, bereft of sight. 

And mourn the unretuming light? 

Far dearer than Aurora's beam. 

The tears firom those soft eyes that stream, 

Difiusing peace, distilling rest. 

O'er this composed and tranquil breast. 

Though dire the loss, of sight bereaved ; 

'Tis sweet to think an Angel grieved; 
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To think an Angel dropped for me. 
The tear of tender sympathy. 
Then, go my^unregretted sight! 
Darkness, be thou henceforth my light; 
For in thy deepest gloom I see 
A star arise : it shines on me ; 
The star of heavenly sympathy ! 

May, 1822. 
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THc AIAESIMQTATHf. 



FAYKY fA€v rip roi; ytiirovois fura ri|v ^u/apivnv 
icari|^€cav* yXvicv St rois irXoiwri Xifitiv aicv/Mivros, 
yXvKv Sc TOif voascnv if vyicca* aXX nScot icoi ifpo^ yi|* 
irovoi(9 Kai yaXifvii^ vavrac^y icai vooScrcv vyccca^y rp 
Mifrpe rp ^cXooro/oyy ra wept nKvwv, Ac^oio /ucv 
ovv ravrot ev/u€vo>^ icai ^cXoify km yap ir^ n|^ cni; 
iracSo^ rvyy^avwiiv ovra* 

EK yXvfc^^ pitflS yXvKepov OaXoij avOifia Mowav 

HSiif Kai Hapirav yXfrvca icaXa ^cpov* 
fi H-oXv&ifpc Ko/oo» nafiirpiirr^' Marepos oktis 

tAarpioas aperas wafxi^votoaa crcXo^t 
IlaXXaSo; ccffcXOoc; vi|OV fieya Oapauvof' oXXciiv 

TlavTtJv juev jcpccrcraivy /uarcpi S^ ccro y€v«« 
Marcpa Xofcirpororov hoi^uls fCcyaXwo/uec aorpov^ 

KoXXcorov Moiaa; cv poSavoim poSov* 
Kai <rv fuv cjcXa/u^oif airrpovy ircpi^vrov airntfivt 

Ev pciavois Moccra; oSmrvoov re poSov* 
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nP02 THN ESAIPETON KAI eAYMA2THN 

KAAPAN, 



MEAnOMENHS XvypvfQ fnfivov r^icoCf VfSnOaXctiyc 

M £cXiyoir» Ifispmtrfrai icac aioXoBiifpo^ 8^av9iic> 
riavroH^ 4ro^tilC oi^C? cnra<rc yttvoc* 

Xap^tfytfrapiiyo/iHirf rtpupiCf vaiBevfiOf ykvKotrii&T 
Tlavra woOeiva Ppofroi^f vavra erw y ttrm Kbfni* 

MoviroiCt arXttpft^ acSotfttv^ ic«e IliiXXdSk MovoraCy 
IlaXXac ^ ififiorepcv Scupov fdv^Kev a^pov* 
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THE DEATH 



OP 



ORPHEUS AND EURYDICE. 



Translated from the Fourtih Book of Virgil's Georgics. 



Along the bank th' affiighted fiiir one fled» 

But5 ah ! already numbered with the dead, 

She marked not where, to guard the flowery way, 

In tufted grass a dreadful Hydra Iay» 

The choral Dryads bid thdr sorrows flow. 

And chaunt on all theur hills the dirge of woe. 

Her fate the Bhodopeian towers bemoaned ; 

PangSBUB wept ; the realm of Rhoesus groaned ; 

And Hebrus, and Actian Orithyia. 

He, striking depp and slow his hollow lyre, 
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His grief assuaging with the Muse's lore. 
Thee, sweetest spouse, thee, lonely on the shore, 
At rising morn, at coming evening sang : 
With thee the woods and vocal mountains rang. 
The jaws of Tsenaros; the gulf, where Ught 
Ne'er gleams, he sought ; the grove of fearful Night ; 
The Manes dire ; the King who fiercely glares ; 
And hearts, unknown to melt at human prayers. 
But Hades owned the magic charm of sound : 
The pale and glimmmng ghosts came gliding round, 
Numerous as birds that crowd the leafy bowers, 
When frowns the darkness, or descend the showers. 
Matrons, and husbands; shades of heroes slain. 
Who once were mighty on the battle-plain ; 
Unwedded maids, and youths, with funeral cries. 
Laid on the pile before their parents' eyes : 
Whom drear Cocytus, with unseemly reeds. 
With sable mud, and intermingled weeds. 
Enwraps ; the slow, unlovely lake surrounds, 
And Styx, the nine^fold stream, for ever bounds. 
The inmost gulf of Tartarus was filled 
With awe; the dire Eumenides were thrilled; 
Ixion's wheel in air suspended hung. 
And Cerberus was mute, while Orpheus sung ! 
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The Bfimtrelnow had passed duough every loil-^ 
But when retu3niiiig with the lovely spofl. 
Restored Eurydice, who walked behind, 
(For so Proserpine willed) his reckless mind 
Ahnighty Love overcame. Could Hell forgive, 
E'en HeU would pardon, and would bid her live. 
She now had gained th'aethereal reahn of light; 
He turned to gase; and all to her was night! 
Fruitless hb toil — ^Proserpine's stem decree 
Infiringed— ah, what remains but misery ! 
Convulsive throes thrice shook die tremb&ig 

ground; 
And thrice deep murmurs rolled through Hell's 

profinmd: 
** Oh, wretched Orpheus! I am lost," she cries, 
'' Eternal sleep dissolves my swimming eyes. 
** Farewell ! I auk, yet panting to entwine 
*^ These arms around thee — ah ! no longer thine ! *' 

Loi from his sight the pallid spectre flees. 
Like smoke dispersed upon the viewless breese. 
In vain he follows : o'er the lake nomore 
Will Charon waft hfan to th' infernal shore* 
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What now his course? Will supplicatuuis gain 
The unrelenting Ifaaes? (%> 'twere tdir 
To breathe the prayer, on wake the dulcet note: 
Shci cold and mute, moves on^in that dim boat. 

Through seven long months, uncheered by sum- 
mer beam, 
(So legends tell), at Strymon's desert stream. 
Beneath aerial rodijs, inftaeoing caves 
He poured his sorrows-o'er the charmed waves. 
And oft was wont, with strains of hapless love; 
To tame the tiger, and enchant the grove. 

Wrapt in the poplar's gloom, with tonsil tongue, 
Thus Philomela mourns har ravished young. 
Whom, yet unfledged, unfeeling hanibhave'bonie. 
Borne fixnn the nest: sheotteome bough forlorn 
Weeps through ithe night, renewa her piteous tale. 
And fills with melting notes the murmuring vale. 

For him no Venus smiled ; no tender mate 
Charmed that cold breasts alone^ disconsolate. 
O'er Hyperbonean ice, where Winter throws ''' 
His mantle hoar of everlasting snows 
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On Tanias, o*er deserts yet uncrossed. 
Fields ever wedded to Riphaean frost, 
Maddening he roved, and wept his ravished mate, 
In vain recovered from relenting Fate. 

Fired with resentment, the Ciconian dames. 
Who came to celebrate with mystic flames 
And hymns, the nightly orgies of their God, 
Infuriate scattered o'er th* empurpled sod. 
The beauteous youth, all mangled, bathed in gore. 
But while his head CEagrian Hebrus bore 
Adown his stream, that soft melodious tongue 
Her name beloved, thougbr cold and quivering, sung : 
'' Eurydice ! " with parting breath he cried ; 
'' Ah! poor Eurydice!*' he &intly sighed; 
*^ Ah! poor Eurydice!" along the waters died! 
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THE ANSWER OF 



CATO TO LABIENUS, 



WHO WISHED HIM TO CONSULT AK ORACLE JM THE DESEET8 

OF LIBYA. 



Tcaoslated from Lncan. 



Full of that God^ whom in his secret breast 
He ever borcj he spake : the hallowed words 
Were worthy of a shrine oracular. 
O Labienus, what should I inquire? 
If it were better on the battle-plain 
To die a freemauj than to live a slave? 
If life, howe'er protracted, be a span? 
If good men stand invincible ? If Fortune 
Against die righteous wing her shaft in vain? 
If holy motives be alone required, 
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And virtue j spurned or cherished^ stiQ be virtue ? 
These truths we know, nor can the God himself 
Implant them deeper. With the Powers immortal 
We're closely linked; and, though each shrine were 

silent. 
We ne'er could frustrate the decrees of Heaven. 
Th' Almighty needeth no interpreter. 
That men may learn his counsel: at our birth 
He told us all that we're concerned to know. 
Would he have chosen this deserted shore. 
That some lone stragglers might inquire his will? 
Or buried sacred truth in barren sand? 
What is his temple, but the earth, the sea. 
The air, and heaven, and virtue ? Why beyond 
Explore the heavenly sanctities ? Whate'er 
We see, where'er we sojourn, there is Jove. 
Let wavering bosoms, fluctuating mmds. 
For soothsayers pant: — ^I heed no Oracle. 
By Death, and Death alone, Fm certified. 
The coward and tilie brave alike must fall : 
Let it suffice that Jove hath told us this. — 
He spake, and, leaving unexplored the fiuth 
Of dubious Ammon, from the fane retired. 
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THE APOTHEOSIS OF 



POMPEY THE GREAT. 



Translated from Lucan. 



Think not his manes slumbered in the dust: 

Deem not those lowly ashes could retain 

A shade so mighty ! From the tomb he bursty 

And, leaving that inglorious tenement^ 

Soared on the gale, and sought the reaba ef ^ve. 

Where iEth^*s plasBs b^ieath the stars extend. 

Between the earth and Cynthia's lucid path, 

The hallowed shades of mortals deified 

In glory dwell ; whom Virtue's holy fire 

Made blameless, patient 'mid the teeming ills 

That harbour here, and, when their race was run, 

Composed their spirits in eternal peace. 

They come not there, enshrined in gold, or laid 
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On piles that blase with costly frankincense. 
There, when he viewed the pure aethereal light, 
The rolling planets, and the golden orbs, 
That stud the sapphire canopy, he saw 
What dismal darkness our most brilliant day 
Envelopes, and beheld, with scornful glance. 
The wretched remnant of his abject corse. 
Thence, o'er Emathia's crimson field, and o'er 
The camp of guilty Csesar, and the fleet 
That crowned old Ocean's tide, he winged his flight; 
And seated, to redress the wrongs of man. 
In Brutus' sacred breast he reared his shrine, 
And fixed in Cato's soul his dwelling place» 
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AN EXTRACt 



PROM 



THE ELECTRA OF SOPHOCLES. 



SHE 18 HOXDIKO IN HEft HANDS AN UEN| WHICH, AS SHE 
SUPPOSES} C0HTAIN8 THE ASHES OF HER BftOTHEE. 

O THOU memorial of my best beloved ! 

Sole remnant of Orestes; ill responding 

To those fairhopeS} with which I sent thee hence. 

Lo! in my hands I bear thee^ nothing now: 

How bright and glorious did I send thee forth! 

Oh! that the springs of ebbing life had faUed, 

Before I doomed thee to a foreign land^ 

Torn from these arms, to be from death preserved. 

Then dyings thou had'st slept in peace, and found 

A common portion of thy father's tomb. 

But now, exiled; a lonely fugitive; 
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Thou diest hapless, from thy sister severed. 

It was not Hime, thy decent limbs to lave; 

Nor was it mine, though well it had become me, 

To bear thine ashes from the blazing pile; 

But, by strange hands composed^ thou com*st unto 
me, 

A Kttle heap within a narrow urn. 

Alas! alas! the inneffectual care. 

With which in happier times I reared thy youth. 

O toil to me most sweet! Assuredly 

Thy mother loved thee not, as I have loved thee: 

No servant tended thee, as I have tended^ 
Yea, I was called the Sister of Orestes. 
Lo ! in one day my blooming hopes are blasted, 
Dying with thee; for, sweeping all away. 
Like the impetuous whirlwind, thou art gone! 
Gone is my father; I have died with thee. 
My foes exult, and my — oh! not my mother; 
She maddens in her joy; concerning whom. 
Thou oft didst send me intimation sweet. 
That thou one day wouldst burst upon my view. 
And shine the great avenger! But that hope. 
The unpropitious Daemon, thine and mine. 
Hath scattered on the gale ; to me transmitting, 
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Ah ! sad ezchaage for thy beloved form, 
A heap of ashesi and an empty isihade. 

Ah me! ah me! Alas! thou piteous corse! 
A most disastrous journey hast thou ta'en. 
My brother ; for it hath destroyed Electra. 
Thou hasti indeed, destroyed me, my bdov^. 
Wherefore, admit me to thine own abode. 
Receiye me, nothing now, unto thyself. 
Who now art nothing ; that with thee^ beneath, 
I may hereafter dweD. When thou wert here, 
I shared thy lot; and« dying, I desire 
The sweet communion of my brother's grave. 
To me the dead appear exempt from Woe. 
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AN EXTRACT 



FROM 



St. GREGORY NAZIANZEN's IAMBIC POEM 



ON THE EVENTS OF HIS LIFE. 



HE 18 DESCRIBING HIS VOYAGE FROM ALEXANDRIA TO ATHENS, 
WHEN RE WENT TO STUDY THERE. 



From Alexandria, in whose classic bowers 
I also culled the firuit which leanui^yieMff, 
I sailed, and instant plowed .die seaof Oroeoe, 
By C}rpras coasting; there conflicting wlndr 
Convulsed our. bark; and universal .nig^t ' 
Enwrapt the earth, the sea, the air, ^e heavens. 
Loud roared the thunder, wide thelightaing blazed^; 
The swelling sails were filled; the cordage cracked ; 
The mast gave way ; and from the pilot'« band 
The rudder flew, in quivering fragments riven. 
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High o'er the deck the sweeping billows rolled; 
And sad and wild a mingled murmur rose 
Of sailors, boatswains, rowers, masters, pilots. 
Invoking Christ with voice symphonious ; 
And these were men who knew not God before, 
For Fear is oft a teacher sapient. 
No water now, ah ! worst of ills, our ship 
Contained; for when at first the shattered bark 
Was whirled aroimd, in the devouring deep 
The cistern fell which held that treasure sweet. 
Now famine, waves, and storms, contending strove. 
Which most should triumph in destruction's work. 
God viewed with pity, and the first of these 
Dispelled : some merchants firom Phcenicia's coast 
Instant appeared: when firom our cries they learned 
Our deep distress, though fearing for themselves. 
Wielding with potent arm their flying oars, 
They reach.and aid us: we were Uttlemore 
Than corses floating on a watery bier. 
Or fishes lefi; to gasp upon the beach. 
Or lamps expiring when their oil is wasted. 
But louder yet th' infiiriate tempest howled. 
And more and more the maddening billows raged ! 
No firiendly haven opened oh our view. 
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I 

And from the skies no bright salvation beamed* 
While all the rest one common danger feared^ 
A 4;hought more dreadful chilled my fainting soul. 
For me no wave baptismal yet had flowed. 
Me, now encompassed by the waves of death. 
This, this was ruin, this to me was shipwreck ; 
At this I wept ; for this I wrung my hands, 
In mournful concert with the deep below ; . 
Rending my garments, prostrate, comfortless. 
And what most strange may seem, although most 

true. 
Forgetful of their own disastrous state. 
All wept with me ; with me they raised their voice ; 
With me in that extremity they prayed, 
So much in my distress they symipathized. 

Thou wert, O Christ, my great Deliverer then, 
Who now preserv*st me from the waves of life. 
For when no dawn of glimmering hope appeared, 
No island, continent, or mountain's brow 
Was seen; no beacon gleamed, ^o pitying star 
Looked forth to guide the woe-worn mariner; 
In that dread hour what wais my high resolve t 
How did I shun the gloomy gates of death ? 
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Renouncing earthly aid, to Thee I look. 
My life, my breotbs my fi$^, my strength, my safety ; 
At once appalling, thrilling, smiling, healing, ' 
With Misery's cup ccmuninglmg Comfort's balm ! 
Recounting then the wondrous deeds of old. 
In which thymi^^bty hand we recognize ; 
The waters cleft, the march of Istael's ho^. 
An army ?wqui9hed by a prophet's hands 
High raif^j Egypt beneath the dreadful scourge 
Bruised with her chiefs; Creation's hws led captive.; 
A city levelled at the trumpet's blast ; 
And then connecting with those mighty deeds 
My own portentous- destiny, I said, 
Thineiiavf^ } be^p, O Lord, and yet am thine : 
May 'st thou receive m,e twifief an honoured gift. 
Of Earth and Sea the offering, rendered pure 
Both by ,my m9th^'ft v#w, and chaBtening fear. 
O should hnQW esi^pe, to Theelll live ; 
If Thou reject m^, Thou^iwdh lose a votary. 
E'en nowstby iloved diaeiple^ on ih0 deep ' 
Sits trenftbling: O awake or uralk the wave 
And bid .the. tempeati <€eiiiiei!^-^t spakej arid; lo! 
The windi we^ehu^hed^ thrrdaring ^2fve»grew calm. 
And light and swift the ^dipg vessel mbved. 
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Another .Uessing frpmlhe fty'ring Hearmia 
My prayer drew down; for all who with me sailed 
Believed on Jesus, hymned his glorious name, 
And owned the God who flius had doubly saved 
them. 

Light o'er the charmed wave the breezes blew. 
And, passing Rhodes, we anchored in the port 
Of famed ^gina, whence the vessel came. 
Then Athens: then my studies : but of these 
Let others tell ; h^ow in the fear of God 
I lived, and stood among the foremost first ; 
How, *mid the crowd of gay licentious youth, 
"Mid the fiill harvest of unhallowed deeds, 
My life so cahn and so untainted flowed, 
I seemed that fountain, through the briny waves 
For ever gliding sweet, as men believe : 
Allured by no deceptive deadly snare, 
I lured my friends to things of higher worth. 
And here again th* Almighty Parent blessed me : 
Me to the wisest of mankind He joined. 
Alone surpassing all in life and doctrine: 
Ask ye his name ? ye might have known his name ! 
'Twas Basil, my support, my blessing now. 



48 

He was the sharer of my thoughts^ my studies^ 
My humble roof: and might I boast^ I*d say. 
We were a pair whom Greece did not despise. 
With us all things were common, and one soul' 
Connected, moved, and animated both*. 



* Thu Extract from St Ghregory, and the Hymn to the Rose wbieh 
follows itt were published by me some years ago, in my Select Poems 
of Sjrnesius and Gregory. The learned Reader, who may wish to 
peruse this fine passage of Nazianzen in the original, will find it at 
the third page of the second Tolnme bodi of the Paris and the Cdogne 
edition. 

I have mtroduoed the Poem on the Rose, because I thought it would 
prove an agreeable companion to the translation which immediately fol- 
lows It 
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A HYMN TO THE ROSE. 



Tranalated from the Second Book of Achillei Tatiui. 



If on Creation*s morn, the King of Heaven, 

To shrubs and flowers, a sovereign Head had given; 

O beauteous Rose, he had anointed thee. 

Of shrubs and flowers the sovereign Head to be. 

The spotless emblem of unsullied truth, 

The smile of beauty, and the glow of youth ; 

The garden's pride ; the grace of vernal bowers ; 

The blush of meadows, and the eye of flowers; 

£ 
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It beams resplendent as the orbs above. 
Luring the Paphian Queen, and breathing love. 
Blooming with odorous leaves, and petals fair, 
In youthful pride it spreads a silken snare; 
By Zephyr kissed it laughs, and woos the fanning 
air. 



r 
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ON THE ROSE. 



From a modem Latin PoeC- 



The peerless rose embathed in orient dew^ 
Daughter of Mom^ like her soon bids adieu 
To sweet existence; but the cruel thorn, 
To longer life and happier fortune bom. 
Survives; the fragile floweret's laughing heir. 
And is it thus, O Nature? canst thou spare 
Th' injurious thorn, yet seal with instant doom 
The smiling Rose's ineffectual bloom? 
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The rosCi the lovely rose, is C3rpria's flower: 
Like all the plants whose beauty decks her bower, 
The pain for aye endures, the joy a transient hour *'. 

* A Oentleman called upon me one day lait winter, and repeated 
the original of the above. Havinggotitbyheartfltranilatedit He told 
me the Author's name» but I forget it 
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THB OPENING 



OF THE 



THIRD HYMN OF SYNESIUS. 



Awake, my soul ! invade the daszling height 
Of sacred song, and drink the stream of light; 
Each dark, unruly passion charm to rest. 
And fan the flame that purifies the breast. 
A wreath the King of Gods may deign to wear, 
I humbly weave ; to his pure shrine I bear 
A sacrifice unstained by crimson dews, 
A fi*ee Ubation of the Heavenly Muse. 
Borne on the wave, or pillowed on the shore. 
Exposed to winds that rage, to seas that roar ; 



54 

Or safe, and sheltered in my quiet home. 

Or when o'er mountains wild and drear I roam; 

Or when my liberated feet may gain 

Their native realm, yon fair and blooming plain: 

In life, in death, in rapture or in woe, 

For thee, blest Lord! the note of praise shall flow! 

Allured by solemn night's congenial calm. 

For thee, I frame the sweet poetic charm. 

When orient roses wreath the purple morn; ' 

When noontide splendors all the heavens adorn ; 

When placid evening spreads her gentle wing; 

I wake for Thee the fiill resounding string. 

Yon stars that glow with everlasting youth, 

The moon, who walks in light, attest my truth ; 

And mighty Sol, who leads the radiant choir, 

And fills the sainted breast Mrith haUowed fire ! 
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